For a week I travel on business, and on the fourth afternoon, I go to a restaurant to have yet another meal alone. I order a Greek salad and read a Dickens novel to escape my loneliness. "So she tends to you, there in the grove?" "She only knows I disappeared," the olive whines. "She tends to me, yes, but without thought, without love. It is a fate worse than?" "Delicious," I say to the waiter, swallowing the small olive whole.
"Just delicious."
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